Dark Balor, as old as a forest, car-borne, his mighty
head sunk

Helpless, men lifting the lids of his weary and death-
making eye.

And by me, in soft red raiment, the Fenians moved in

loud streams,
And Grania, walking and smiling,  sewed with her

needle of bone*
So lived I and lived not, so wrought I and wrought not,

with creatures of dreams,
In a long iron sleep, as a fish in the water goes dumb as

a stone.

At times our slumber was lightened* When the sun was
on silver or gold;
When brushed with the wings of the owls, in the dim-
ness they love going by;
When a glow-worm was green on a grass-leaf, lured
from his lair in the mould;
Half wakening, we lifted our eyelids, and gazed on the
grass with a sigh*
So watched I when, man of the croziers, at the heel of a
century fell,
Weak, in the midst of the meadow, from his miles in
the midst of the air,
A starling like them that forgathered 'neath a moon
waking white as a shell
When the Fenians made foray at morning with Bran,
Sceolan, Lomair.
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